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MRS SLATER. Of course we could do nothing.
MRS JORDAN. He was ' gone ' ?
HENRY. There wasn't any doubt.
MRS JORDAN. I always knew he'd go sudden in the end.
[A pause.    They wipe their eyes and sniff back tears,
MRS SLATER [rising briskly at length; in a businesslike tone].
Well, will you go up and look at him now, or shall we have
tea?
MRS JORDAN. What do you say, Ben ?
BEN. I'm not particular.
MRS JORDAN [surveying the table}. Well then, if the kettle's
ready we may as well have tea first.
[MRS SLATER puts the kettle on the fire and gets tea ready.
HENRY. One thing we may as well decide now ; the announce-
ment in the papers.
MRS JORDAN. I was thinking of that.   What would you put ?
MRS SLATER. At the residence of his daughter, 155 Upper
Cornbank Street, etc.
HENRY. You wouldn't care for a bit of poetry ?
MRS JORDAN. I like " Never Forgotten."   It's refined.
HENRY. Yes, but it's rather soon for that.
BEN. You couldn't very well have forgot him the day after.
MRS SLATER. I always fancy " A loving husband, a kind
father, and a faithful friend."
BEN [doubtfully]. Do you think that's right ?
HENRY. I don't think it matters whether it's right or not.
MRS JORDAN. No, it's more for the look of the thing.
HENRY. I saw a verse in the Evening News yesterday. Proper
poetry it was. It rhymed.                 [He gets the paper and reads,
" Despised and forgotten by some you may be
But the spot that contains you is sacred to we,"
MRS JORDAN. That'll never do. You don't say " Sacred
to we."
HENRY. It's in the paper,
MRS SLATER. You wouldn't say it if you were speaking
properly, but it's different in poetry.